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Keeping them prifoner vndcrneath his wings : 
Yet if this feruile vfage once offend, 
Go,and be free againc,as Suffolkes friend. She is going 
Oh flay :lhauc no power to let heripaffc, 
My hand would free her, but my heart fayes no. 
As playes the Sunne vpon the glaflic ftreames, 
Twinkling another amntcrfetted beame, 
So feemes this gorgeous beauty to mine eyes. 
Faine would I woe her, yet I dare not ipeake : 
He call for Pen and Inke, and write my minde : 
Fye De la Pole, difable not thy felfe : 
Haft not a Tongue ? Is (he not hcere ? 
Wilt thou be daunted at a Womans fight ? 
I : Beauties Princely Maiefty is fucb, 
'Confounds the tongue, and makes the fenfes roughi 

(JHar. Say Earle of Suffolke, if thy name be fo, 
What ranfome muft I pay before I pafte ? 
Forlpcrceiuel am thy prifoner* 

Snf How canft thou tell ftie will deny thy fuite, 
Before thou make a triallof her loue ? 

M. Why fpcak'ft thou not? What ranfom muft I pay? 
Snf. She's beautifull ; and therefore to be Wooed : 
She is a Woman ; therefore to be Wonnc. 

Cfttdr, , Wilt thou accept of ranfome,yea or no ? 
Snf Fond man, remember that thou haft a wife, 
Then how can Margaret be thy Paramour ? 

"Mar. I werebeft to leauchim, for he will not heare. 
Snf. There all is marr d : there lies a cooling card. 
Mar. He taikes at randon : fure the man is mad. 
Sttf. And yet a difpenfation may bee had. 
Ttfar. And yet I would that you would anfwer mei 
Snf He win this Lady Margaret. For whom? 
Why for my King : Tufh, that's a woodden thing. 
Mar, Hetalkcsofwood : It is fojyic Carpenter. 
Snf Yet fo my fancy may befatisfied, 
And peace eftablifhed betweenc thefe Realmes. 
But there remaines a fcruple in that too : 
For though her Father be the King of Naples, 
Duke of Anion and LMayne, yet is he poore, 
And our Nobility will fcorne the match. 

Mar. Heare ye Captaine ? Are you not at leyfurc? 
Snf. It (hall be fo, difdaine they ne're fo much; 
Henry is youthfuil, and will quickly yeeld. 
Madam, I haue a fecret to reueale. 

Mar. What though I be mthrard,hc feems a knight 
And will not any way diftionor me. 

Snf Lady, vouchfafe to liftcn what I fay. 
Mar. Perhaps I fball be ref<.u*d by the French, 
And then I need not craue his curtefie. 

Snf Sweet Madam, giue mehcaringinacaufe* 
LMar. Tufti, women haue bene captiuatc ere now* 
Snf. Lady, wherefore talkc you fo ? 
7idar % I cry you mercy, 'tis but Quid for Quo. 
Snf Say gentle Pr inccfie, would you not fuppofc 
Your bondage happy, to be made a Queene ? 

Mar. To be a Queene in bondage, is more vile, 
Thanisafluie/inbafeferuility i 
For Princes fhould be free. 

Snf x\ndfolha!lyou, 
If happy England* Roy all King be free. 

M\r. Why what conccrnes his freedome vnto mee ? 
Snf. He vndcrtakc to make thee Henries Queene, 
To put a Golden Scepter in thy hand, 
And fet a precious Crowne vpon thy head, 
If thou wilt condifcend to be my 
Mar. What? - . 


Snf. His loue. - 
Mar. Iamvnworthytobe^r^^ 
Snf No gentle Madam, I vnworthy ani " 
To woe fo fairc a Dame to be his wife 
And haue no portion in the choice my felf e 

How fay you Madam, are ye lo content? " 
Mar And if my Father pleafe, I m 
Snf Then call our Captaines and ourCa! 
And Madam, at your Fathers Caftle wall Cs S fci 
Wee'l craue a parley, to conferrc with him,' 

c • S ° m c dt u E f e) \ Re %»"' '<>» the miles 
See %etgmer fee, thy daughter prifoner, 

Reig. To whom? 

Snf Tome. 

Reig. Suffolke, what remedy ? 
I am a Souldicr, and vnapt to weepe, 
Or to exclaimc on Fortunes fickleneffe. 

Snf Yes, there is remedy enough my Lord 
Confent, and for thy Honor giue content * 
Thy daughter (hall be wedded to my King 
Whom 1 with paine haue wooed and wonne 
*nd this her eafie held impnfonmenr, et0! 
Hath gain'd thy daughter Princely libertie. 

Reig. Spcakcs Suffolke as he thinkes i 

Snf Faire Margaret knowes, 
That Suffolke doth not flatter, face,cr faine. 

Reig. Vpon thy Princely Warrant^ defcend 
To giue thee anfwer of thy $uft demand. ' 

Suf And heere 1 will exped iby Ccmming. 

Trnwpftifinnd. Enter Reignier. 

'Reig. Welcome braueEailc into our Territories 
Command in Anhu what your Honor plcalcs. ' 

Snf. Thanke* Reignier,\\^y for fo fweet a Childc 
Fit to be m3de companion with a Kino : 
What anlwcr makes yeut Grace vnto my fuite? 

Reig. Since tluju doft daigne to woe hci little worth 
To be the Princely Bi ide offuch a Lord : ■ 
Vpon condition I may quietly 
Enioy mineowne, the Country Maine znd Anim, 
Free from opprcflion, or the ftroke of VVarre, 
My daughter (hall be Henries, if he pleafe. 

Snf That is her ranfome, I ddiuerher, 
And thofe two Counties I will vndertake 
Your Grace (hall well and quietly enioy. 

Reig. And I againe in Henries Roy M name, 
As Deputy vnto that gracious King, 
Giue thee her hand for figne of plighted faith. 

Suf^ Reignier of France, I giue thee Kingly thankes, 
Becaufe this is in Traffickc of a King. 
And yet mc thinkes I could be well content 
To be mine owne Atturney in this cafe, 
lie oucr then to England wirh this newes. 
And make this marriage to be iolemniz'd : 
So farewell Reignier , fet this Diamond (afc 
In Golden Pallaces as it becomes. 

Reig. I do embrace thee, as I would embrace 
The Chriftian Prince King Henrie were he heere, 

ftter.FarewclI my Lord,good wiflies,praife,& praicrf 3 
Shall Suffolke cuer haue of Margaret. Sbeeisgoty 
Snf. Farwell fweet Madam: but hearkcyou/^;<rt 
No Princely commendations to my King i 

Mar. Such commendations as becomes a Maide, 
A Virgin, and bis Seruant, fay to him. 
Snf. Words fwectly plac't!, and modeftie directed 
J J r But 
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^j^iiufl trouble you againe, 

N ° C Yes, my good Lord, a pure vnfpotted heart, 
taint with loue, I fend the King. 

5*. That for thy fdfc, I will not fo prefume, 
^^Jfuchpecuifh tokens to a King. \ 

S Ob were thou for my felfe : but Suffolk ftay, 
th u mayeftnot wander in that Labyrinth, 
Jwe Minotaurs and vgly Treafons lurkc, 

r-ite H**J with her wonderous prfctfe 
L° hinkc thee on her Vertr.es that lurmount, 
Jdnawrall Graces that extinguifh Art, 

That when 
Thou may 


\ eatc their fcmhlance often on the Seas, 
P L- n jj^ou com'Q to knecle at Henries feete, 

eft bereave him of his wits with wonder* SxS. 


Enter Torhe , Warwicke, Shcpheard^ P nee 11. 
Tor. Bring forth that Sorcerenecondemn'd toburne. 
Ship. Ah lone^ this kils thy Fathers heart out-right, 
Hauel fought eucry Country farre arid neere, 
And now it is my chance to finde thee out, 
Mufti behold thy timcleflc crucll death : 
^/^ fweet daughter lone, He die vvich thee. 
facet Decrepit Mifer,bafe ignoble Wretch, 
amdefcended of a gentler blood . 
Thou art no Father, nor no Friend of mine. 

Skep. Oat, out : jMy Lords,and pleafe you, 'tis not fo 
I did beget her, all the Parilh knowes : 
Her Mother liucth yet, can teftifie 
She was the firft fruite of my Bach'Ier-fhip. 
War. GracelcfTe, wilt thou deny thy Parentage ? 
Tor\e. This argues what her kinde of life hath beene, 
Wicked and vile, and fo her death concludes. 

Shef. Fy c lone, that thou wile be fo obftaclc: 
God knowes, thou art a collop of my flerti, 
And for thy fake haue I fhed many a tcarc : 
Deny mc not, I pry thee, gentle J one. 

PhccE, Pezantauant. You haue fnborn'd this man 
Of porpofc, to obfeure my Noble birth. 

Sbep, Tis true,Igaue a Noble to thePrieft, 
Themorne that I was wedded to her mother* 
Kncelcdowne and take my bleffing, good my Gyrle. 
Wilt thou not ftoope ? Now curled be the time 
Ofthy natiuitie : I would the Milkc 
Thy mother gaue thee when thou fuck'ft her brcft, 
Had bin a little Rats-banc for thy fake. 
Orc!fc,when thou didft keepe my Lambcs a-field, 
I vvifn fome raucnous Wolfe had eaten thee. 
Docft thou deny thy Father, curfed Drab ? 
0 burne her, burne hcr,hanging is too good. Ixit. 

Torke. Take her away, for {lie hath liu'd too long, 
To fill the world with vicious qualities, 

Pwfirft let me tell you whom you haue condcmn*d; 
Not mc, begotten of a Shephcard S waine, 
But iffued from the Progeny of Kings, 
^crtuousand Holy, chofen from abouc, 
By infpiration of Celefl iall G race, ' 
To workc exceeding myrades on earth. 
Incuer had to do with wicked Spirits. 
But you that are polluted with your lufles, 
W with the guiltleffe blood of Innocents, 
^orrupt and tainted with a thoufand Vices : 
Jecaule you want the grace that others haue, 
*™ ludge it ftraight a thing impohiblc 
l° epmpaffe Wonders, but by helpc of diucls. 


No mifconceyued, hne of-^/r<?hath beene 
A Virgin from her tender infancie, 
. Chafte, and immaculate in very thought, 
Whofe Maidea-blood thus ngoroufly eflfus'd, 
Will cry for Vengeance, at the Gates of Heauen. 
Torke. 1,1 : away wi:h her to execution* 
War. And hcarkeyc firs: becaufe flieis aMaidc, 
Spare for no Faggots, let there be enow : 
Place barrellcs of pitch vpon the fatall ftake, 
That fo her tortutc may be (hortned. 

Rue. Will nothing turne your vnrelenting hearts ? 
Then lone difcouct thine infirmity, 
That wartanteth by Law, to be thy priuiledge. 
I am with childe ye bloody Homicides : 
Murther not then the Fruite within my Worobe, 
Although ye hale me to a violent death. 

Tor.Now heauen forfend, the holy Maid with child ? 
War. The greateft miracle that ere ye wrought 
Is all your flridt precifeneffe come to this ? 

Torke. SheandtheDoIphinhaue biniugling, 
I did imagine what would be her refuge. 

War. Weil gotoo,we'll haucnoBaftardsliue, 
Efpecially fince fhartes muft Father it, 

Pnc. You are deceyu'd, my childe is none of his, 
It was Alanfon that imoy'd' my loue. 

7orke f alanfon that notorious Macheuile ?, 
It dyes, and if it had a thoufand Hues. 

Pue. Oh giue mc lcauc, I haue deluded you, 
'Twas neyiher Charles, nor yet the Duke 1 nam'd, 
But Reignier King of 'Naples that preuayl'd. 

War. A married man, that's moft intollerablei 
Tor. Why here's a Gyrle:I think fhe knowes not wcl 
(There were fo many) whom ihc may accufe. 
War. It's figne flic hath beene liberall and free. 
Tor. And yet forfooth {he is a Virgin pure. 
Strumpet, thy words condemnc thy Brat,and :hec. 
Vfe no intreaty, for it is in vaine. 

P^.Then lead me hence: with whom I leaue my curfe. 
May neuer glorious Sunne reflex his beames 
Vpon the Countrey where you make abode : 
But darknefle, and the gloomy fliade of death 
Inuiron you, till Mifcheefc and Difpaire, 
Driue you to break your necks, or hang your felues.c?.*7> 
Snter Cardinal!. 
Torino. Breake thou in pecccs, and confume to aflies, 
Thou fowle accurfed minillcr of Hell. 

Car. Lord Regent, I do greete your Excellence 
With Letters of Commiflion from the King. 
For know my Lords, the States of Chrifiendome, 
Mou'd with remorfeof thefe out-ragiousbroyfes, 
Haue earncftlyimplor'd a generallpeace, 
Betwixt our Nation, and the afpyiing French ; 
And heere at hand, the Dolphin and his Trainc 
Approacheth, to conferrc about fome matter, 

Torke. Is all our trauell turn'd to this effc&, 
After the (laughter offo many Peercs, 
So many Captaines, Gentlemen»and Soldiers, 
That in this quarrel! haue beene ouerthrownc, 
And fold their bodyes for their Countryc s benefit, 
Shall we atlafl conclude effeminate peace ? 
Haue we not loft moft part of all the Townes, 
By Treafon, FaMhooc^ and by Treacherie, 
Our great Progenitors had conquered; 
Oh W arwickc, Warwickc, I forefce with grecfc 
The vttcr loffe of all the Realme of France- 

War. Bepaticnt Yorke, if we conclude a Peace 
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